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CHAPTER XXXII.
HE wide valley was brown,T with green splots nnd trac-

ings for slough and stream.
Tlio dUtant ranges were

gray. Tlx- - sky showed the misty liltio
of the dog days. Far off to the north
and west lilael; streaks edged the horl-r.o-

where smoke rolled up from prai-
rie fires.

Hrannon was quiet to the point of
lethargy, Guard was mounted and
dally dress parade held ceremoniously.
The trumpet blew Its unvarying round
of commands. There wan no hunting
nnd no Held duty beyond the scouting
of the eastern shore. The hoarse sa-

lute of an upward plying steamer rous-
ed the garrison to life one morning,
but the Interruption lasted barely half
nn hour. Then the steamer, her pilot
house screened by sheet Iron and her
decks n swarm with Infantry, rounded
a bend In the river and went coughing
nwny out of sight. Onee again Inter-
est centered at the site of the pony cor-
ral, where a platform wn.s slowly
building.

Life at the shack was even less
eventful. For Dallas It was a season
of Idleness. Th" pumpkins and the
melons were swelling. The tasseled
corn wanted weeks before it would
ripen. The Held nnd garden were free
of weeds. With no work to do, alone
except for her sister, the elder girl had
ample time to worry.

Marylyn saw that she was dispirited
and increased In tenderness toward
her, following her about with eyes
that cn'reated yet were not sad. At
breakfast she spitted the choicest cuts
for Pallas. In the noon heat she was
nt her elbow with a dipper of ginger
leer, at supper coaxed the older girl's
failing appetite by offerings of tasty
stew, white Hour dumplings and pone.
As for he-self-

, Marylyn needed uelther
urging i) tidbiN. She ate heartily.
Her sleeti was a rest for both body
and mind. Every afternoon she stroll-
ed across the bend to the cottonwoods.
The butterflies fared beside her. Over-
head between sun and eartli hung le-

gions of grasshoppers like a haze.
Enderfoot bluebell anil sunflower nod-
ded. And the grove was a place for
dreams.

And Dallas was a wild thing that
cannot tell of Its wound.

She uttered no complaint even to
Simon. The outburst that followed
Lounsbury's return was her first and
last. She questioned now If her suf-
fering Justified a lament. In this she
resembled her mother. A woman com-
ing to the section house one torrid day
remarked wonderlngly that Mrs. Lan-
caster gave "nary a whimper." The
latter looked up with a smile. "I don't
think I'm sick enough," she said. "Oth-
er people worse off have a right to
groan." Dallas, certain that Mary-lyn'- s

heartache was the keener, would
not bo behindhand in restraint, and
her sister's happiness, forethought and
desire to please all drove the thrust of
penitence to the hl't and turned the
knife In that secret wound.

She found no solace In Marylyn's
friends of the calico covers. Her
thoughts were too tempestuous for that.
They were like milling cattle. Around
and around they tore, mingling and
warring, but stilling In the end to fol-

low the only course self denial. Once
so robe'llous, she was growing meek at
last meek and full of contrition. She
was coming to dwell more, too, on the
lessons that the evangelist had taught
her. She was coming to think of lean-
ing where David Eond had leaned
she who had always been a prop.

There was the old terror that had
stalked beside her down to her moth-
er's death. She had fought her way
with it. and the conflict had given her
strength. Then- - wan the jealousy that
had smirched her sister love. She had
fought It, too, and bitterly, scorning it
because she Knew it for a hateful in
lieritance. Now was come a third mis-
ery and the worst. She saw herself as
a traitor. This was not mere reproach.
It was the torture of a stricken con-

science.
Her face grew thin, her hand un-

steady, her eyes wore a hunted look.
At night hers were the scalding tears
that dampened the pillow.

And so the days went by. Whatever
pangs of remorse, whatever longing
she endured, she remained faithful to
the resolution that she would not give
way to temptation again. Hut every
night brought the lonely watcher to
the swule.

CIIAl'TEIt XXXIII.
HE dark of the moon was come.

All that day the sun had
baked, and the steady south
blow had been like the draft

of an oven, As evening came, brush-
ing a glory of red from the sky, the
wind quickened Instead of lulling and
fetched up clouds that rested on the
ridge topa and roofed the wide valley.
Through these not a star showed. Hut
now and then, for an Instant, the post
sprang Into sight out of tho blackness
to tho weird play of the heat lightning.

In tho stockade there was perfect
inlet a quiet tense with excitement.
Secrecy forbade any strong heart
songs nnd dances. Caution advised
against mosquito fires, and suspense
uld away with drumming, shrill laugh-
ter and feast shout. The aged men.
tho women and the children kept close
within their lodges, whero they wills-pei- l

Hid nodded, nose to nose. The
warriors stayed outside, preserving
their calm with klnnlklnlek. In the
dark tho open bowls of their scattered
pipes were no many ruddy glowworms.

From the pitchy tdielter of the shin-C'-

roof Squaw Charley looked out. lie
nit on Ids heels, about lilin the few
mangy dogs tint had not found the
'Inner pot One of these sM-re- il. Half
r'slug he giive it 11 l;H:, Just as ive or
hii iMlsljt h'tve ('one. Then
I;,. i r't' .. tln"ii;a'i Uj

mat

" -

rnj'ged ci rands of I1I1 bang his black
syes sparkled eagerly, for of late ev-

ery wnrrl.ir'r. lodge had fern secret
llesh painting. 1'nder every warrior's
blanket were hidden gaudy, tracings of
vermilion, scarlet, orange and blue,
and was he not painted too?

He had sought In an nsh pile for
coals, found a beef bone and snapped
it for marrow, nest taken from his
worn pouch a lump of red earth. He
had rubbed the coals to powder in a
.".qttnro of ri.g. after which h" had
mixed the p',v.der anil tho greaso to
make a paste. Tin u he had pulled off
his niotin.in.: blanket and his squaw's
shirt ami bared Ids body to the waist.

Vermllli'ii. orange, scarlet and blllo-the- se

colors hud been laid in stripes,
circles and figure'1, upon the braves.
They were niors that he, an outcast,
might not v. hut there was 0110 poor
privilege in I'c-- h painting that even he
could claim. Kneeling again in clout
and squaw's sljrt lie had smeared the
black and red In rude signs upon his
chest. The braves, his brothers, had
painted the!ii!es for battle, but he
tho pariah, had painted himself in the
colors of ilea'k

Suddenly he forsook the roof for the
shadow of the log wall. There he
waited. Two v .irriors had left the
lodge of P.rown Mink and were cross-
ing the pen lie Knew them. The
shorter was1 Canada John, the eldest of
tho four cnnd'-iiined- . The other was a
Sioux who hud been captured that day
and cast Into prison at Miusot. He
was 11 giant in at .ire. wore full war
paint and drey v a licit that testified
ills valor, for it ime: il.ii-- with scalps,
some jetty end en:ve. taken from
heads of hU i.wn l.ind, some brown or
fair, with the suitness that belongs to
the hair of white women and children.
The two were linking low together.
Presently, as tho. strolled near, the
outcast heard the deep murmur of their
voices, then their words, lie leaned
toward them, nil ears.

"How ninny sloe;.s before the dove
calls?" It was the has of the stivn
ger.

"Perhaps only another," answered
Caumla .lohu.

There was a great laugh, like the cry
of a full fed loon. ".Surely Hig );.
stays not long! Hut how can my friend-- ,

be sure that the Double Tongue will
have horses ready;"

"lie claims a reward."
"Ho, ho! And what V"

Canada John halted close to Squaw
Chailey. "There is a cottouwood lodge
beyond the river," ho said. "It should
belong to the Double Tongue. He Is
kept out. An old paleface and his two
daughters selrd it In the moon of wild
cherries, and they would not go."

"An old man, you say':"
"Hut he hunts the white buffalo.

Only the daughters are there."
"Are they young':"
"Young and leek. One is called the

Plow Woman. She i.j tall, and she
watches like t;n- - antelope. The youn-
ger has hair like U:n glass when It Is
withered."

"They live alone?"
"The Squaw .ruards"
"Waff!"
"And the Man Who Huys Skins.

May lie lie struck by the zlgr.ag fire!"
"Who is to hav.i the women?"
Canada John scratched his nose.

"Thv medlelno giver says, 'Ho that
first reaches them.' "

Hig Ox sho-i- k III- head In doubt.
"The swiftest may yet fail to keep."

"Should any pursue, the women w'll
l)C killed. Th soldiers will think
them lilt by rattlesnakes."

Again Hig Ox burst forth with laugh-
ter.

"Sli!"
A hammer clicked from the stockade

top. A sentry began to bawl angrily.
"Git, you pup eaters," he declared

and slanted his gun to them. Casting
dignity nside, they ducked Into the
nearest lodge.

Squaw Charley dragged himself back
to the shingle roof. There he fell
prone, resting his forehead against the
ribs of a dog. The strength was gone
from his body, the light from his eyes.
The wind of that other's nostrils had
blasted him. He was like the scatter-
ing ash heaps of the evening smudges
where the last bit of fuel was crum-
bled and the Inst red coal was dead.

Long he stayed upon his face. When
the first numbness was past and his
brain was rallying slowly a verv
scourge of sorrow visited him sorrow
for the fate of the shack, where he had
warmed himself so often, lelloved his
huuger and kuown n kindly smile.
With sorrow came remorse. He had
not done his part for the little home,
lie hnd not guarded as he ought. And
he had helped by bringing rattlesnakes

which he had been told weie to he
used for medicine--I- n the plot for Its
destruction. When sorrow and re-

morse had their turn a stronger pas-
sion gnawed nnd racked him. It was
the yearning for reinstatement.

Dwelling upon this, he became two
Indians, and one of him opposed the
other. They traveled separate trails

trails that bent different ways, like
the horns of a buffalo. Tho trail to the
right was a warpath. It led him be-

hind his brothers, through the hole in
tho stockade, For Jiwhlle ho loitered,
loath to share In the. work on the
bend. Afterward he joined them.
They were free and crazy with their
freedom. lie mulched his strength
with theirs, dared where they faltered,
won won

Out there was no hopo for tho Elow
Woman!

Ho was back on tho other trail, and
it led to tlie gallery where Oliver's
hammock tiwung. The outcast made
Kwlft motions with hfa bunds. He
wan hustled along with the gtmrd.
The sliding panel onene 1. The tent
(laps of Hrown Mink's lodge were lift-
ed. He was caught In a mad onrush
lie war howled nt, spat upon. ITnah

1
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ly, a brtil?ed, exiled traitor, more
If possible, than before, ho

fled situlkhig uway.
A'n 10 wns no hope for Ills honor.
He v. ns baclt at tho parting of the

(rn tit-.- one man again, helpless before
L&r knowledge that safety for the
shack meant the wiping out forever

f his dream of becoming a brave.
Of n sudden he remembered David

P.ond. He got feebly to his knees,
I'ovoilng ills face from the dogs. Tho
I'Vangellsl had laid n charge upon
him -- 110 mailer what came, ho was to
think first of the shuck. He had ac-

cepted It before he know it would
flash with his own purpose. Was ho
held to the promise now? David Hond
was dead. If he were not obeyed, he
could never come back to punish.

He found himself norm tils feet, lis
tening, Across the stockade ho saw '

the glowworms of the scattered pipes
dancing in the dark. Hut a moment
later, when finshes lit up the huge pen,
the hostages were sitting as before,
their faces lowered moodily.

Still he listened. And It came again,
from the direction of the river the
long, sad cooing call of a dove.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
ITII the third mourning of the

'mi dove a figure lelt the lodge

0 to the sliding panel, where It
knocked In tardy answer the wicket
was pushed aside n little and a lantern
was held uu.

"Hey, Charley!" said a friendly
voice. A white face peered Into a red
one, noting the uneven bang and the
handkerchief tied over the head like
a squaw's.

The Indian blinked at the light and
showed his teeth in a grin.

Cursing, though not unkindly, the
guard pushed the wicket wide. "Don't
y' come bolhcrln' me any more

he counseled as a black blanket
nnd a ragged skirt wriggled through.

The Indian grinned again and did
not seek to elude the lantern. Re-

leased, he sliuilled away, going straight
for the post. Hut the stockade left a
few rods to the rear he changed his
course and made toward the river.
Close to Its edge ho halted and mocked
the signal.

The call was repeated softly. Then
call and echo noared by degrees, until
the Indian nnd the Interpreter were
touching hands.

There was no need for words. The
night's work was planned. They start-
ed cautiously upstream. Hefore long
they were behind tho stables, ready for
the second step. It was one that de-

volved upon Matthews. For it he car-
ried a long knife, single edged, keen
and slightly curved, like a saber.

First he tiptoed to the nearby repair
shop, where the stable guard and two
herders were gathered about n lan-
tern, relieving their irksome hours
with cheese, hardtack and various tall
bottles that once adorned the shelves
of the Trooper's Delight. Enseen tho
interpreter looked In upon the group.

Tied In two.,1 outside the long barn
were six horses, the mounts of tho
guard. Each of the animals was bri-
dled and saddled. Matthews went
from pair to pair of the horses, steal-
ing nlong carefully. AVhen ho was
done with the six ho disappeared In-

side Down the rows of stalls his
work was surer nnd more swift. What
nohe he made was drowned by the
rush of tlie rier.

Now Indian and white ally continued
upstream. Heyond the northern sentry
Hue and be, nnd the sod huts of the
scouts they spied the first sign of the
horse herd they sought, a herd com-
posed of the sutler's spike team, a
four-in-han- d used on the wood wagon,
Lieutenant Eraser's P.uckskin and a
dozen or fifteen second choice mounts
belonging to absent officers. That sign
was a spark on the ground a long way
ahead. They knew It for the lantern
of the remaining herder.

Matthews turned aside toward the
landing. "We meet here," ho whis-
pered.

The Indian grunted an assent and
made oft' In the direction of the distant
spark.

When he came back rome time had
passed. A Hash of lightning disclosed
him to Matthews, who saw that tho
other was wiping at his face with his
skirt.

"How did it go. Canada John?" ask-
ed the interpreter.

Canada John laughed. "The herder
was glad to see Squaw Charley," he
answered, "but lie fought like a
badger."

"Here is tlie small boat. When you
have finished ou this side remember
the Man Who Huys Skins Is on tho
other, lie will be glad to Bee Squaw
Charley too."

"Have you the oil?"
"Yes." The Interpreter felt for the

other's hand and gave hlma can. They
parted for the second time.

Canada John now started for the
post. As he wont he pulled dry grass
until his arms were full. Arrived be-

side the barracks, he began to pile the
grass against the pine wall.

In tho blackness Hrannon lay peace-

ful. The sentries were announcing
their cheery "All's well!"

The Interpreter had reached the herd,
whore he was taking tho rope hobbles
from the fore legs of several horses.
Tills done he climbed Into a herder's
saddle and headed the band slowly up
the bottom land. Nearly all the ani-
mals hnd seen long service, so they
went tamely enough. Whore the road
nlong the bank turned west to cross
the bluffs through a break they took
It and were soon over the ridge and
out upon tho prairie. There Matthews
started them south. Finally a mile or
moro below the line of the stockade ho
completed his wide detour by driving
them due east. Reside the Missouri ho
rounded them up and brought them to
n stand.

Ho tied the horse he had ridden to
some willows. Next, having unwound
several rope lengths from about his
waist, he began to catch nnd tie oth-
ers of the bunch. He had ropo for
only ten. The hobbles fastened three
more. The remaining horses were gen-
tle, all but the one belonging to Frn-sn- r.

Matthews swearing in English
and Uncapapa, tried every devlcoho
knew, but fulled to catch her.

He dared not waste another minute.
Quickly he wound some grass into a
twist, lit it and waved it back and
forth above Ills head three times, after
which, as a precaution, ho took a flask
Iroin his hind pocket and going tmm

horse to horse of the string, to the
hobbled three and to the half dozen
that were standing loose, rubbed their
muzzles with the liquor. Hut ngulu
he was unable to touch tho "Sho
Devil." In a fury ho threw the empty
fiask at her.

From ills hiding place beside the bar-

racks the Indian In squnw's dress saw
the signal torch of tho Interpreter. At
once ho sneaked from side to side to
listen. Then ho took a' wlsp of grass,
bound round It a strip of oily cloth
and kneeling beside tlie bundle farthest
from tho river sot n match to it In-

stantly fiamcs leaped up. Ho rnn to
other grass piles, lighting them one by
one.

The next moment nn amazed sentry
who was pacing his beat by the scouts'
huts saw the growing bonfires nnd
called out in alarm to another. Hcforn
the latter could reply the end of the
barracks was burning. Hoth sentries
fired their guns. The sergeant of tho
guard answered with revolver shots.
The Catlings spoke from the lookouts.
A trumpet shrilled the fire alarm.
From the sutler's sounded the clang of
the mess gong.

In the midst of the tumult one spot
tho stockade-ke- pt strangely quiet. Its
guards were collected at the sliding
panel, from where, not daring to leave,
they watched tho growing blaze. So
Intent wore they upon the sight that
they took no heed of their prisoners.
Therefore no one know or hindered
when tho Indian braves, led by Stand-
ing Huffnlo and noiseless as shad-

ows, filed Into Hrown Mink's wickiup,
crawled through the breach In the log
wall and sped away Into the shielding
dark.

Behind the squaws and children
were gathered, with the Indian girl
walking boldly among them. Of a
sudden they parted. From under tho
shingle roof there was 11 sound of
struggling, a thump as a body hit the
ground, an old woman's squeal of
rage. Then Into the faint glare retlect-e- d

from the fire came n stooping fig-

ure in squaw's dress that sped through
the scattering crowd, shot Into Hrown
Mink's tent and was gone.

Across the prairie Matthews was fol-

lowing after the flighty cayuse, not
trying to catch her, only striving to
get her out of the waj. Hnckskln was
willful, however, and as often ns tho
angry interpreter drove her off came
circling saucily back to halt In tho
path of tho coming braves. The string
by the willows, tho hobbled horses
and the gentle free ones, wore frlcht-cne-

by her into stamping about. Hut
the whisky biting their noses killed
the hated scent that was Hearing. N6t
so with tho cayuse. She caught it. For
a moment she waited, head high, ears

nostrils spread. Matthews
warned tho Indians. They did not
hear. As they raced on the mare gave
a snort of terror, wheeled and launch-
ed herself full against the end animal
of the string.

The tethered horses set back upon
their ropes, trampling "aoh other and
pulling themselves free. The gentle
ones, thoroughly scared, went flinging

"licmcmlic.r your jiromine," he mid.
away with them, while the hobbled,
with no cow pon. respect for rope,
made up a mad, pninglng rear.

Consternation seized the Sioux. They
were without boats, without weapons,
Without horses. They cursed. They
threatened Matthews.

"Cross, cross!" lie cried. "Your bows
are In my wood lodge. The soldiers
have no horses and no boats. They
cannot swim the rher. You will bo
cafe."

The Indians rushed back to where
hammers had been ringing for days
past. They tore away boards of tlie
scatTold. Then returning to tho river,
they dropped in.

Matthews called after them, "lie-memb-

your prouii-e,- he said, "and
do not drink tho water that burns In
my lodge."

There was no answer.
And now the Interpreter took thought

for himself. At sundown ho had lust-
ed for the night's doing. Hut the heart
was gone out of him. Even before the
stampede tho whole affair had assum-
ed monster proportions. He had begun
to think of the murdered nnd of the
maiming and had visited himself well
out of It. Now, with no horse to carry
him across to safely, there seemed to
face hlni only discoicry and puuish-mon- t.

"Well, they drove me to It," he com-
plained. "This wouldn't 'a' happened
If they'd give me a square deal." Ho
wag wrenching with all his might nt a
section of the scarfold platform, "I
wanted to lie decent, and they treated
me like u dog,"

With this he ran down the river
bank and launched Ids frail raft. "Any-how,- "

ho said, "I'll Kt out o' this Jus'
bs fast as water '11 take me!"

CIIAPTr.it XXXV.
nilOWX down by a sounding

uoard of inky clouds, tlio

mm alarm shots at Hranuon, tho
shouting, tho renurts of tlio

Catlings and the trumpet calls fell
sharp nnd clear upon tho shack. Dal-
las, watching Into tho blackness from
her bench by the Uoor, was up nn

armed on the Instant and leaning far
over the sill ns If to see tlie better
through the dark. Soon she made out
something n glimmer that In the be-
ginning was redder than tho flare of
the lightning, fainter and more fixed,
hut which, growing as the din grew,
swiftly deepened in color, spread wide
and rose, throwing Into relief tho In-

tervening grove of cottonwoods nnd
the form of a man who was racing

from the swale. He disappear-
ed, swelling the distant clamor with a
cry a dread cry she had never heard
before of "Fire!"

Presently she went In nnd bent over
Marylyn, totirhlng her gently and
speaking low to save her a fright.
"Honey, dear, honey. Hop up and see
what's happ'nlng nt the fort."

The younger girl scrambled to her
feet, putting out nervous hands to her
sister. Dallas quieted her, and they
stood together In the door.

And now, ncross the Missouri, the
guns and trumpets suddenly stilled
and the shouting lessened, while tho
glow rapidly thickened into n roaring
press of llame, before which darted
tho troopers llko Hies in tho light of u
lamp.

"My, my!" whispered Marylyn, her
voice quavering with sorrow and nwo.
She found her clothes and, keeping in
line with the door, began to dress.

"I'll put on my shoes, and we can
go down a ways, so's to see close.
Shall I, Dal- "-

"Sh!" Dallas was leaning out again,
her head lowered as if to listen. All
at once she turned nnd, kneeling, felt
on tho floor for her cartridge belt.
"Yes, yes," she answered. "Put 'cm
on quick!"

"Are we going down to wntch?"
"No."
Tho barracks and the stables were

high, cherry liued pyres, terrible
enough to the eye, with tljolr tops
crooking northward In the wind. To
Dallas' ear they were far more terri-
ble, telling of awful suffering, hinting
of dlref j1 Intent. For the nearer pyre
sent proof of a sacrifice. She could
hear the screams of a horse.

The belt found, she stepped back to
the door. "Hurry, hurry," she said.
The old Iron resolve never to desert
the shack was fusing In the heat of a
panic. Her unfailing instinct was
hardening a new one that ruled for
immediate flight.

Marylyn was working with her shoo
thongs, not stopping to thread them,
only to wind and tie them around her
ankles. She heard her sister exclaim.
Then she was Felzed and brought for-

ward by a trembling hand. "Marylyn,
Marylyn! The boat! She's going!"

They looked and saw a black fun-nelc- d

bulk floating across the watery
strip mantled by the blaze.

"Maybe they thought it'd burn," sug- -

gested Marylyn. "See, there's sparks
flying that way."

Dallas leaned back against the door.
"I guess that's it," she said slowly.
Then after a moment: "Hut why didn't
they bring her straight across? There's
no place to tie up down stream."

"Why, there's fire breaking out all
over now," cried the younger girl, for-
getting to be afraid in her wonder and
excitement. "See! One of the little
houses Is caught!"

It was tho llrst cabin of Clothespin
row. Two or three men were near It.
At that distance they seemed gayly
posturing to each other In a dance.

"If anything Is wrong," Dallas said,
"Mr. I.ounsbury'll come back."

"Mr. I.ounsbury!" repeated Marylyn.
"Was he here?"

"On tills side, by tlie grove. I saw
him start for the fort."

And so their going was delayed.
Nevertheless Dallas' sense of coming

danger was acute, and when before
long she heard the trumpet again and
saw the troopers fall nway from the
pyres, leaving the flnmes to their work,
she lit the lantern and held It to where
were stored her treasures a lock of
her mother's hair, her father's pipe,
the letter she had received from I.ouns-
bury.

"You take the cartridge belt," siie
called to Marylyn.

The other obeyed.
"Heady?" said Dallas and lifted the

lantern to shake it.
She got no reply. Instead, gasping

In alarm, Marylyn came headlong to
her, pinioning her arms with wildly
dinging ones. "Dallas! Oh, help"

Outside there was a sound of rapid
runnlug. Dallas Hung herself against
tlie door, driving it shut. A second
and a weight was hurled against tlie
outer battens. Then came four raps.

"Don't open! Don't!" cried Mary-
lyn. "Maybe It ain't Charley!"

Hut Dallas, undoubtlng, swung the
door back, nnd Into the room leaped a
stooping figure.

It was Squaw Charley.
He crouched and moved his head

from side to side, as If expecting a
blow or a bullet from behind. His
rignt hnnu held a bow, his left n bun-di- e

of arrows. With these he beckon. d
violently, shaking the water from his
tattoted clothes and pointing over his
shoulder to the west.

"We're coining, Charley. Dearie,
stand up. Now, now!" Marylyn was
dragged to her feet. Tho light was
quenched. The outcast faced about,
and the three headed for tho river,
with Charley leading at a trot.

They paused for the last time near
the river end of the corn and close to
the coulee crossing. From there Dal-
las saw that the pyres were lower
and that other buildings of tho row-wer- e

ablaze; the roof of a scout hut.
too, and tile prairie, over which trav-
eled widening crescents of gold. Hut
the fire was the only thing that was
moving, for not 11 single man was in
sight.

Charley was not watching toward
Hrannon, only along the nearer bank
to the south.

Of n sudden as their eyes followed
his a gun shot rang out from tho cot- -

lonwood grove.
"Mr. I.ounsbury!" cried Dallas, start-lu- g

forward,
"No, he's gone"
That moment they saw between

them and the landing the slluouetto of
n figure.

It was not Lounsbury's. It was too
short and thickset for his. Moreover.
It Beetued to bo casting nsido clothes
as it ran.

I.Ike one, Squaw Charley nnd Marylyn
bolted for tho coulee. Dallas hesitated,
then followed. Near tho brink they
missed tho steep road and wo lit slip-
ping, sliding und rolling down the

sumac grown side. Then they struck
the bristling bottom, righted, turned
their feet up it and fled.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
w"y 'tis face as blanched as a dead
fill mail's, his voice pealing out
RfljWS above tho babel like a bell,
'jfcv.ti Oliver stood to windward of

the double furnace, giving quick or-

ders on right and loft.
"Two men there on tho major's quar-

ters. Let the guardhouse go. Use your
blanket, Flaherty; use your blanket.
Sergeant," as Klppis passed close by,
"clear the row and bring 'em all down
here. Don't let 'em stop for nnythlug.
Hoys, boys, turn out those horses!"

A trooper rushed up nnd leaned, yell-- 1

lng, to his captain's ear. "They won't
go, sir; they'te hamstrung!"

Once more Oliver gave tongue, and
directions were sent to the stockade
and to tho line. A signal light com- -

muiilcated with the lookouts on the
bluffs.

Klppis was already fulfilling his '

charge. Through a gap In the north- -

ward sweeping prairie fire a gap
fought out and kept open by n line of
men were coming the women of
Clothespin row, each carrying a child
and dragging a second by the hand, j

Hohlnd them scuttled the papoose cum-

bered squaws from the scouts' huts.
At their rear trudged tho sergeant,
also weighted, and Jaunty no longer,
but leaving red stains where his naked
feet touched the hot and smoldering
ground.

"To headquarters!" shouted tho cap- -

tain at the foremost laundress In the
rout. Then ho turned to his trumpet-
er. A moment after, the fires and tho
perishing horses were deserted, njid
the troopers, weapons in hand, ran out
upon the parade ground, obeying a
call to arms.

Oliver led them. As ho approached
the flagstaff the voice of a woman
hailed him from tho gallery of the
nearest house. Ho sprang that way
and was up tlie steps at a bound.

Mr Cummlngs, who had sought ret- -

uge In her own home, met him at tlie
top. "The colonel's library Is strip-
ped!"

So it was. One hurried look by the
light of a lamp showed that not a bow,
not an arrow, remained on tlie walls.

Hut there was no time for exclaim
ing or conjecturing. Oliver rushed
back to the gallery and bado all the
women and children collect and keep
within quarters. Around It, under Ser- -

geant Klppis, he stationed a cordon.'
Next, and while the hou&e was being

'
thoroughly wet down, the ammunition
stores were drawn upon, and extra
guns and cartmlges were carried into
the long reception room, whero the
women could assist in reloading. Baro-- ,

Iy three minutes had passed since Oli-

ver sent his messengers. Rut head-
quarters was fixed to withstand an

' assault and to protect its inmates.
And now, still Ignorant of what had
befallen, he ordered the remainder of

j his men Into line.
I At this point, with the detachment
about to move, a volley of rltle shots

'sounded from the stockade, another
and another. Then up went a great
hubbub: "The Indians, the Indians!"

Oliver started his troopers double
quick across tho square. At the hospl- -

tal one of the stockade guard stopped
them.

"The Indians?" croaked Oliver.
"Gone!"
Oliver turned back.
They met a second man, black faced,

staggering, frenzied with nlarm. It
was Eraser. He caught at the cap- -

tain's ragged sleeve.
"Shot other side they're over there
tliofe girls those girls" Ills breath

failed him.
Oliver saw the need. "To the ferry,"

he commanded.
Like one man they bounded headlong

across the parade, through the red
tuioke pouring frgm barracks and sta-
bles and on, only to come short upon a
boatless landing, where they crowded
upon eacli other and cursed.

Eriser was half craned. Oliver took
him forcibly in hand. No man of them
all, even If not burdened with a gun,
could stem the river's current.

"There's one chance yet," ho said,
"the night herd." He turned to his
trumpeter "Sound tho recall and keep

It!"

1

Vown the bank ami into a black, roily
whirl.

Again and again the familiar strain
rflng out. All looked northward to
whero they knew the herd had been,
to where the long curves of the prairie
fire were still, moving.

Hut the minutes went, and there wns
no answering beat of hoofs. Where
were tho herders? Why did they uot
obey?

Again, ngaln and again!
Then to the south a reply! A novo

the spiteful crackling of the tindery
buildings, out of the thinning dark,
came a clear, eager neigh!

That way the troopers rushed. Gath-
ering at tho flagstaff tlley saw by tho
light of tho burning piles a single
horse come galloping toward them
from the direction of tho stockade.
Her dun neck wns arched llko a
charger's. As she swung proudly Into
nn imaginary line tho men greeted her

with a cheer.
That greeting was echoed. Fntll now

the Indians had been quiet, ns quiet ni
a Hock of scurrying grouse. Hut tun
river was between them and their ene-
my, and they felt, secure from pursue.
Moreover, whisky was working. Tiny
were boisterous with It. Casting cau-
tion aside when they heard that cheer,
they answered with defiant whoops.

The cheers of the troopers changed
to anguished gronns. One, wlld'y re-
peating n girl's name, sprang townrl
the waiting Hnckskln. From head-
quarters came (lie sobbing of women,
the whimpering of frightened children,
and then, nearer and nearer, a du 1

pounding that swelled Into tlie te'dy
plud, plttd of unshod hoofs.

Onee more 11 cheer went up, A mo-
ment and n caalcnde swept In, n ri-

derless cavalcade, with ropes dang"' --

It was the night herd, the discard-
second choice mounts of the reg!inen'"i
officers, a motley band that hnd ser e
their country through more t'.nn
enlistment, and tliut, henrlnir t', "a.

miliar summons some limping, sr.m
hobbling-h- ad followed the dun raMis
to answer it.

Now nooses were twisted nbi'it tbff
noses of the horses. Tlie troopers
mounted. The trumpet souuI-'- toil
advance.

Again came whoops from across tl o
Missouri. They were farther awav
than the first.

"Co up go up to the crossing!' Oli-

ver ordered. "Eraser! Eraser!"
Hut the buckskin mare, with h r

master, far hi advance of the tweu'v
othnrs, was already plunging down Ut
bank and into a black, roily whirl.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
OR nil that tho way was hol,F rough with, stones and ehokH

by a tangle of rank growl!mm the three In the coulee mi'V
fast progress over the first twi
Charley led. After him cam Mnr-ly-

to whom the loathed split in a
plain was become a place of refu .

In the rear, covering her sister ngait t
possible attack, followed Dallas.

The strain told first on the younges
girl. Hefore three miles had bee 1

traveled, ns she sank in a shallow p.
to wet her lips her strength utter
failed her. She could not rise and
pleaded faintly for rest.

"Just a minute, Dallas, please. I
can't go. My side hurts."

Dallas helped her through a hinder-
ing weave of pond weeds and lilies and
laid her upon some marsh grass be-

yond. Meanwhile Charley stole back :i

short distance. Hut the respite was
brief, for ho returned straightway and
twitched at their dresses, when the
elder girl lifted tho younger to he-fe-

Vi hlsperlng encouragement
Once more they pressed forward.

The lightning had ceased. With a last
grumble an I a scatter of drops tho
clouds were pulling apart. Here an 1

there a few stars shone. These thinned
the darkness considerably, and at il

point where the coulee shallowed Da -

'as was able dimly to see the tolling
shapes ahead. Marylyn was wavering.

"Spunky little girl!" urged the e dt
girl. Lifting the rifle to her left shou.-de- r,

she came alongside to give tlio
support of an arm.

"Whore's the cartridge belt?" she
whispered.

"Heavy," panted the other. "Dror el
it."

And now despite Dallas' aid Mav
lyn straggled weakly. Another u. 0

nnd with scarcely a sigh of warn'
she sank again exhausted.

"Charley," called Dallas. The Ind an
joined them. "You take one arm --

that's it." She took the other. 1 h'ti
they proceeded.

Finally Dallas stopped. "Hide, hide,'
fhe counseled between breaths. "A
dark place"

Ignoring the advice, tho outcast
thrust his bow and arrows lrto her
hands, then, squatting before Mary yr,
he seized her wrist, drew her, limp and
half dead, upon his back and staggered
uu.

"Hold to Charley, dear," begged Dal-
las. "He's carrying jou pl k ipa k"

Tlie younger girl murmured grate-
fully and locked her hands beneatii
the Indian's chin. This left his arms
free to part a path through tho thick-
ets of burweed and plantain that click-
ed the defile, and for fully a I1.1 f hour
he kept a good jog. Hut, well worn
and hampered as he was, he began
then to wabble.

Dallas gave him the weapons and
received Marylyn upon her own shou'-der- s.

Notwithstanding tlie long way
her vigor remained splendid. And
when there came a tenden. y to lag sn
fought it stoutly. Not until her limbs
refused their service did she dro
do ft 11

I'ndcr her wild rye made a cool, st"I
couch, She reached through It an 1

dug her lingers into the wet earth
Marylyn toppled over I uck a, id lav
beside her. prone. Charley leaned 0.1
an elbow, breathing hard, wat. lung

When, far behind, down tho shad-
owy crack through which thpy had
come, sounded wild whoops.

They scrambled up, terror stricken.
Like hunted deer they whipped away
again, knowing that In their wake, in-

stead of the one mau they had seen,
was a horde!

Once inure, though after brave ef-

fort, It was Marylyn who compiled n
halt. Dallas stroe to rouse her. "Try
11 little loneer, honey. Come on, coma
on!"' Hut U10 other only sobbl
terically until Charley put tils Sand
upon her mouth.

"Can't we crawl out?" demanded
Dallas. "Quick, they'll pass!"

The outcas-- t shook his head, coming
close that she might see his answer.

"No use?"
He shook his head again and signed

that their pursuers had horses.
It was a moment of supreme despair.

She laid her arms upon her knees, her
face upon her nnns. Their puny hu-

man power had failed. Whero else
could they look for succor? Would
I.ouusbury or the troopers come in
time?

Then, tearfully, prayerfully, in this
utmost need, she raised her eyes to the
sky. "It's not for me," she faltered,
"It's for Marylyn."

That upward glance wns not in vain.
In front of her, lifting their pltimelika
tops against the heavens, she snw tho
clump of burial trees. Instantly sho
took heart, for her quick brain de-

vised n plan to hide lu tho potion,
woods!


